THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

TRIP  TO   L.G.  X AND   BACK   (NOVEMBER,   1925)

Hinaidi to Ramadi* This was a rescue job to take
radiators and water out to Alger who had forced-landed
at L.G. X on "Vagabond" J 7135 on the return Mail.
He had had an appalling time; first forced-landing on
the plateau of the Circassians just east of the Dead Sea,
then at L.G. F with a broken engine, and finally at
L.G. X. I got up in the dark and started off before the
dawn. I failed to get oil pressure running up, because
the oil was not properly warm, and this delayed me a
quarter of an hour. I met Sergeant Page in the dark
between our two hangars going towards the Vernon.
The first hint of breaking light trembled in the east,
and the bund lay like a faint shadow at the far end
of the aerodrome. The lights burned wanly in the
extremity of the dawn. The presage of the day was
everywhere perceptible to the senses, but day was not
come. I noticed some thin nebulous clouds apparently
rolling up from the west, and I wondered what sort of
a day it would be. When my engines were running
up satisfactorily I moved away from the ghostly sheds.
I had two radiators and 30 gallons of water in drums,
besides a case of beer for Ramadi. As I taxied out and
got away from the lights I could just see the dim grey
surface of the aerodrome, and I seemed steering out
into an unknown sea. When I turned round at the far
end of the aerodrome, I could see the hangar lights in
the blue greyness which was every moment becoming
less sombre and more luminous.

I took off and saw Hinaidi and Baghdad before dawn,
a sight which I had never beheld before. It had a
peculiar atmosphere, as every time of the day, and the